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Summary: Just a random story I thought about... Don't know if it's good or not, feedback appreciated. We meet George Harrison in his early years. He goes to high school with his friends, but meets a girl along the way. (All I have for now, story's kind of in the BETA stage.)





	1. George

**George**

The alarming ring of George's clock made him spring from his bed. He pulled his bony, 100-something pound figure from his bed and reluctantly put on his usual clothes for school which consisted of a one-color button up t-shirt with a pair of skinny jeans. (Bought in the girl's section, the one's in the boy's section slipped off of his waist as he walked. George complained when he wore belts because of the way the jeans bunched up against his skin.)

He glanced at himself in the mirror for only a half second before rummaging below the sink to find his hair gel. George stuck his hand into the container and took out a glob of the sticky product, smearing his hair back. A stubborn piece fell from his head when he nodded approvingly at himself in the reflection.

Louise was downstairs in the kitchen finishing George's breakfast. She arranged bacon and eggs into the shape of a smiley face on a plate of pancakes. To top it off, she drizzled syrup over it and called for her son to come to the kitchen.

"Coming, mum," George said, leaning precariously as he skipped every other step on the staircase.

Louise slid the plate of pancakes in front of him and grinned at the 14 year old boy's reaction. George looked up at his mother with a confused look on his face, but he shrugged off the unusual behavior and picked up his fork and knife to begin eating the breakfast.

"It's your first day of high school, I thought I would make you something special," Louise stepped from behind the counter and went to her room.

George licked the syrup from his lips and slung his backpack over his shoulder. The high school was only a few blocks away, it wouldn't take him that long to run to. He opened the front door of the house and shut it behind him, not bothering to lock it. The key for the house was under the doormat, and his mother would lock it as soon as she got the chance to do it.


	2. Pattie

Pattie

Pattie woke up on her own, as she always did. She pulled at the ruffled edge of her nightgown as she stood up, aching from the exercise she had done yesterday. If she wanted to become a female model by the time she was 18 she had to keep her weight to a minimum. She had been alluring to the male audience before but she didn t mind it. Pattie stayed close to her studies and never desired to respond to the boys at her school.

Her mom was in the bed sleeping, surely when she would wake there would be a slight hangover. Pattie s mother had had an alcohol problem since who-knows-when but she never paid any attention to it. Pattie learned how to do most things for her and her mother.

She leapt to the bathroom and took a shower, afterwards doing to same morning routine she had been performing since the 7th grade. Oil, brush, air-dry, brush, hairspray, brush. On Tuesdays and Thursdays she mixed it up by adding curling as the 5th step.

Pattie wondered what her new school was going to be like. She pondered the questions in her mind- _What crowd will I fit into? What will the kids be like? Will they like me? _Pattie used the circular brush to finish teasing her hair and sprayed it into place.

She pulled her hand bag from its place on her shelf and put her schoolbooks into it. Pattie couldn't wait to go to her new school.


	3. John

**John**

John leaned on the brick wall of the school. He had a leather jacket on and his hair was greased back, a classic teddy-boy look.

Not that he was a teddy-boy, or a greaser, or any of that. But he was trouble maker who kept his grades up and was well-aware of what they were. Cynthia was talking to him, she clasped her books in her arms and looked up at John with eager eyes. Of course she knew that he was only half-listening, when you're a "teacher's pet" that's what you expected of your fellow classmates.

Every now and then John turned to Paul McCartney as if he were going to start talking, but Cynthia always had something to say to him first.

John and Paul were in the middle of listening to Cynthia's story about her dog when John squinted his eyes on someone or something in the distance.

"Why look! It's none other than George Harrison," John nudged Paul's arm then pointed in the direction of the someone.

Paul smiled and waved at his old friend from primary school, he was pleased when George waved back at him.

"Eh, good friend! How are you doing?" Paul greeted him when George stopped in front of he, John, and Cynthia.

George grinned and said, "Fine, thanks."

A few minutes later another friend had been dropped off in the front of the school. It was a shorter fellow who was more on the nerdy side, and could be considered a guy version of Cynthia. His name was Richard Starkey, and all the other boys had met him in their middle school.

"Ello," said Richard walking up to the other boys and Cynthia.

A bow tie was fixed in the collar of his shirt and it gave him a more cartoonish feel to his whole outfit.

"Hi Richard," said George, giving Richard a small wave.

"Ay, don t call me Richard. Ritch is fine. Or Ringo, I've got rings on me fingers," Richard wiggled the only part of his outfit that didn't fit- the rings on his fingers.

All of the lads laughed, and when it settled down, George replied with, "Okay, fine. Richard."

The bell rung and all of the students outside of the school scurried inside with all of their school books and backpacks.

**A/N: Anyways, remember to review and follow! (Still kinda new to this website...) Also, if you haven't noticed this is sort of a modern take on the Beatles.**


End file.
